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Dutch pbet's stirring lines,

In his drama of "Lucifer."
"To be the first prince in some lower court
Is better than within the blessed light
To be the second."
Throughout the great epic of "Paradise

Lost" similar parallelisms can be found almostwithout number. The Dutch poem of
"Lucifer" was published thirteen years be-
fore "Paradise Lost. it is known mat
Milton could read Dutch and was familiar
with Vondel's writings. A well-known
quotation from Milton, "To borrow and to
better in the borrowing is no pagerie," now

appears to be his own lame excuse for pilferingfrom his Dutch neighbor poet.
Besides the similarity in words and

phrases between many passages of "ParadiseLost" and Vondel's drama of "Lucifer"there is a remarkable sameness of
plot Incident and character drawing. The
fall of man furnishes the inspiration for
both poems.
Milton's Satan corresponds almost exopflrtr» VnnrloPe loflfUno- nptnr Tjlirifm*

Satan, like Lucifer, is impressed with the
beauty of Eve. Both are wounded by
Michael, the grand marshal of Heaven's
hosts, and both are hurled to eternal doom,
where each becomes a horrible dragon.
In the drama of "Lucifer" occurs the same j

battle scene, with almost identical episodes,that form so important a feature of
"Paradise Lost." In both poems the devils
are most ingenious to "make the worse appearthe better reason." Both also describe
a hellish conclave or pandemonium where
the hero appears gigantic in his own inferna
Both Lucifer and Satan burst into a gran

words, "All hope is past." In each poem al
turn with liosannahs of acclaim while there i
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PARALLEL PAS
PARADISE LOST.

i.
Throws his steep flight in many an airy

wheel.
.Book III., line 741.

II.

With fresh alacrity and force renewed
Springs upward like a pyramid of Are.

-Book II., lines 1,012-1,013.
III.

From off the boughs each morn

We brush mellifluous dews and find the
ground

Covered with pearly grain.
.Book V. lines 428-431.

IV.
I chanced

- .-codly tree far distant to behold
Laden with fruit of fairest colors mixed
ltuddy and gold. I nearer drew to gaze
When from the boughs a savory odor

blown
Grateful to appetite.

.Book IX., lines 577-580.

V.
Down he descended straight; the speed

of gods
Time counts not, though with swiftest

minute wings.
.Book X., lines 59 and 90.

X7T
V x.

That mountain, as his garden mould
high raised,

Upon the rapid current which through
veins

Of porous earth with kindly thirst updrawn,
Rose a fresh fountain and with many a

Watered the garden, j
.Book lines 220-230.
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I.
And wheels from sphere to sphere.

.Act I., line 13.

II.

"He seems to them
No more an angel but a flying Are."

.Act I., line 22.

Z93 hi.
I see the golden leaves all laden with
Ethereal pearls.the sparkling silvery

dew.
.Act I., line 35.

IV.

What sweet perfume exhale those radiantleaves
Of tint unfading. How alluring glows
T'kat pleasant fruit with crimson and

with gold.
Act I., line 36.

V.
"Downward sweeping through nine

spheres I Ehnk,
That swift as arrows round their centrewhirl.
The wheel of sense revolves within our

thoughts;
Not with such speed as I beneath the

moon and clouds dropped down."
Act I., line 52.

VI.
"Afar I saw a lofty mount eme'rge
From which a waterfall.fount of four

streams
Dashed with a roar Into the vale below."

Act I., lino £.
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^J«v NEY/ EDITION of "The
a

^ {[^^) Pilgrim's Progress" Is nnnouueedby the Ceritury
g Company for publication
" November 15, The Sunday
Journal is permitted by the
publishers to present t.o its

readers a few of the hundreds of illustrationswhich go to make this probatdy the
finest edition of this great classic evf.n issued.
The drawings were made by thri-e brothers.Louis,George Woolliscroft and FrederickRhead.eminent artists weil kr-own

fsnecinIIv for the artistic "nosters" which
have come from their pencils. They have
lived themselves into the spirit of Bum
yan's great allegory, giving artistic expressionto the word-paintings of that supreme
dreamer of Christian phantasies. So book
in any language has passed through so

many editions as "The Pilgrim's Progress"
(except the Bible). But one copy of the
first edition has ever been discovered, tire

PARADISE LOST.
VII.

as when a scoutThroughdark and desert ways with peril
gone,

All night; at last by break of c-heerful
dawn

Obtains the brow of som<* high-climbing
hill,

Which to his eye discovers unaware

The goodly prospect of some foreign
land.

.Book III., lines 543-o£3.
VIII.

A broad and ample road whose dust Is
gold,

And pavement stars as stairs to thee
appear,

Seen in the galaxy that milky way.
Which nightly as a circling zona rnou

seest
rowdered with stars.

.Book VII.. lines 577-530
IX.

Thea herbs of every leaf that godden
flowers v

Opening their various colors and jesde
gay

Her bosom smelling sweet.
.Book VII.. Hubs SiO-S'ih-
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e of the one was Timorous, and the name of tl
other Mistrust. ***

'tUn was stepping in, the other gave
Are Copyrighted by the Century C o

ork, and Reproduced by Permission.

WECENTURY "PILG
second appeared in 1G78, since wliich time 1
it has becMi translated into every known
language; it kns even been parodied, and
it has been imitated endlessly. Written by
an illiterate dissenting tinker-preacher, it
has forced its way into the best literary
company, although it was first popular
among the poorest and most ignorant.
What made "The Pilgrim's Progress" so <

great a success? It was one of the most
genuine books bver written, penned by its
author out of the fullness of his convictionsand the vividness of his visions. Some
critics have tried to trace Bnnyan's inspir-
ation to Chaucer and other earlier writers
.but, as a matter of fact, only a single \
book inspired him and that was the Bible,
which was the constant companion of the
Puritans,
Begun while its writer lay in Bedford

Jail tor refusing to stop preaching, Bunyan'sgreat work, was filled with the
dreams and terrors of an over-sensitive
conscience, which has felt the demons of

LUCIFER.

vnHeadlong I steered my course oblique,
with steep

Descent, until I gained the mountain
brow,

Whence, resting, all the nether world I
viewed;

Its happy fields and glowing opulence.
Act I., lines Gt-69.

* * *

VIII.
And bright as Heaven glows with glitteringstars,
So here Dame Nature sowed her constellations
Of stonep that pale our stars.
Here dazzle veins of gold.

.Act I., line 78.
* *

IX.
Thoro etrollc tho hnoAm

field,
With herb and hue and bird and branch

and bloom,
And odors manifold, which nightly dews
Refresh,

.Act I., line 83.
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temptation all around. Its allegorical characterruns back to the New Testament,
whose chief figure lovetl "to teach lu parables,"for Buuyjjn was so full of the
Bible that he was called "a walking Bib
Ileal concordance."
The vividness and picturesqueness of Its

homely phraseology easily made It capable
jf illustration, and many early editions are

accompanied by crude wood cuts. The
U1 I.UII51IUU ll'UUl LUIS worm lO

the next'' is a wonderful fairy tale, filled
with terrible adventures, yet the simplest
soul finds more than fiction here; it is the
Btory of every earnest Christian trying to
escape the "slough of despend," the evil
companions, Obstinate, Pliable and all
their company, fleeing from the City of
Destruction Toward the "Golden City."
"The Pilgrim's Progress" now finds its

first great and adequate artistic expression
in the beautiful form given to it in the
forthcoming edition, where a high type of
art leiiug risen iowaru supplementing me
text.

PARADISE LOST,
x.

On herb, tree, fruit and flower
Glistening with dew, fragrant the fertile

After soft showers.
Book IV.. lines G46.
The only sountl

Of leaves and fuming rills Aurora's fan
Lightly dispersed and the shrill matin

song
Of birds on every bough.

.Book V., lines 5-9.
t

i

LUCIFER,

x.

Those warbling bowers replete with
songs

In many tongues, while zephyrs rustle
through

The leaves, and brooks purl neatb their
sylvan banks

A murmurous harmony.
.Act I., line 115.
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long lost poems of Shelley, the most exqu
ri" uscu LUC fji1511BH language, iiclv<= uccn

tin Lane, of London and New York,
olume is entitled "Original Poetry by
lelley and Eliztfbeth Shelley)." The editoi
ill Museum.
olume was published in 1810, long befor
irks. He took great pains to destroy ev

llscovered by Dr. Garnett in 1860. It has

the poems are by Shelley, except five at

iddressed to Harriet Grove, to whom h

I
oems are interesting:, because they are

poor, and give little promise of his later

m shoot Arrows, at those that come up"^ T

to this Gate. r

Three Songns from the Longf Lost
Songs of Shelley. ^

Cold, cold is the blast when December Is
howling. ^

Cold are the damps on a dying man's
brow; " ^

Stern are the seas when the wild waves

are rolling,
And sad Is the grave where a loved one

lies low;
But colder is scorn from the being who

loved thee.
More stern is the sneer from the friend

who has proved thee, ^
.viore sad are rue rears wneu meir sorruws

have moved thee,
Which, mixed with groans, anguish and j

wild madness, flow

And, ah, poor has felt all their horror.
l.'ull long the victim contended with /ate, 1

'Till a destitute outcast abandoned to sor- 1

row,
She sought her babe's food at her ru'ner'sgate

Another had charmed the remorseless be-
iruyer.

lie turned, laughing, aside from he£ moans
and her prayer,

She said nothing, but, wringing the wet
from her hair,

Crossed the dark mountain side, tho* the
hour it was late.

'Twas on the wild height of the dark Penmanmawr
That the form of the wasted reclined;

She shrieked to the ravens that croaked
from afar, .

And she sighed to the gusts of the wild
sweeping wind:

"I call not you rocks where the thunder
jieais runir,

"I call not yon clouds where the elements
battle,

"But thee, cruel , I call thee unkind."

Then she wreathed in her hair the wild
flowers of the mountain,

And deliriously laughing, a garland en+«* !, >

She bedewed it with tears, then she hung
o'er the fountain,

And leaving it, cast it a prey to the
wind.

"Ah, go," she exb'.aiined, "when the tensestIs yelling,
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isite and spiritual poet who
found, and are published by

Victor and Cazire (Percy
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e any of Shelley's hitherto
erv rnnv h;» could find, but
remained unpublished sine®
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the work of Shelley. They
greatness. A few examples

Tls unkind to be east on the sea that 'a
swelling,

3ut I left, a pitiless outcast, my dw->u
Ing.

"My garments are torn; so, tbey say, ««
"'J

ot long lived , but over her grave
Waved the desolate form of a stormblastedyew, 0
round it no demon or ghost daiea L9

rave.
But spirits of peace steep her slumbers

n dew.
hen stay thy swift steps 'mid the dark

mountain heather, HH L
ho' chill blow the wind and severe is the

weather,
or perfidy, traveller, cannot bereave her
Of the tears to the tombs of the innoOrvTlt/IllO

July, 1810.

SONG.
Translated from ilie German.

h! grasp the dire dagger and couch the
fell spear,

f vengeance and death to the bosom be
dear,

he dastard shall perish, death's torment
shall prove,

or fate and revenge are decreed from
> above. v

v i|| - igprafl
lLi! where Is the hero, whose nerves strung

by youth,
Vill defend the firm cause of Justice and

truth?
Vlth Insatiate desire whose bosom shall

swell,
"o give up the oppressor to Judgment and

hell?

for him shall the fair one twine chapleta
or bays,

To liirn shall each warrior give merited
praise, J

*

tnd triumphant returned from the clangor '

of arms,
le shall find his reward in his loved maiden'scharms.

n ecstatic confusion the warrior shall sip,
Che kisses that glow on his love's dewy

lip,
Ind mutual, eternal, embraces shall prove
L'be rewards of the brave are the transportsof love.
October. 1801).

SONG.
Fierce roars the mightiest storm
O'er the wild mountain, ,

Dark clouds the night deform.
Swift rolls the fountain.

See! o'er yon rocky height,
Dim mists are flying.

Sot. hv tho moon's nale light.
I'oor Laura's dying!

Shame and remorse shall howl
By her false pillowFiercerthan storms that r»ll
O'er the white billow.

No hand her eyes to close
When lire Is Eying,

But she will find repose,
For Lapra's dying!

Then will I seek my love,
.,ill T nlmi, hor

Then my esteem will prove.
When no friend Is near her.

On her grave I will lie,
When life Is parted;

On her grave I will dl«
For the false-heart«4»

December, 1809.


